EDEN GARDENS.	33
In gone-by-days, the space between the Fort and Old Post
Office Street, was known as the " Respondentia Walk/*
It was the ancient haunt "of those fond of night rambles
and of children with their train of servants—as no horses
were allowed to go on it." Until 1824, when the Lottery
Committee took the matter in hand,
" the Strand Road was—a low sedgy bant, and the river near it was
shallow, as the deep channel was formerly on the Howrah side ; but owing
to the formation of the Sumatra sand (so-called from a ship of that name
sunk there, whose wreck formed the nucleus of a case of mud), the deep
channel has been thrown to the Calcutta side from the projecting angle
at Howrah Ghat." Calcutta Eeview, Vol. XVII, pp. 306-7.
The road has been so extensively widened at the expan-
sion of the river that, it is on record that, in the days
when Lord Hastings ruled in Bengal (18,13), nine fathoms
of water washed the ground where the railings of the
Imperial Library are now erected.
Entering the Strand Road we turn to the North, and on
our right we pass the Eden Gardens—the gift of Lord
Auckland's sisters to Calcutta. The Burmese Pagoda which
so quaintly decorates the scene, and, casting its reflection
into the neighbouring lake, offers a fine opportunity to the
photographer, was brought from Prome after the war of
1854. Lord Rosebery well and wisely recommended the
Eden Gardens for their beauty to Lady Dufferin.
Thirty years ago, the evening walk in the Eden
Gardens was sacred to the Calcutta elite, and, if not
in uniform, one had to assume a top hat and frock-coat in
order to mingle there with the great ones of the land.
Then came a wave of liberal sentiment, and the pleasure
of, listening to the military band discoursing sweet music
ceased to be a monopoly for Europeans. The hier-
archy since that innovation has not patronized the Gardens
as in the days of old.
Proceeding up the Strand Road, and fascinating our
eyes with the vision of mighty steam vessels lifting up
their masts and funnels against the glories of a sky that
is now blushing to sunset' behind the smoke stacks of
Howrah, we pass on our left the Calcutta Rowing Club boat-
house and a little further on Babu Ghat, a Doric colon-
nade headed by this inscription :—
"The Right Hon'ble Lord William Cavendish Bentinck, Governor-General
of India, with a view to encourage public munificence to works of public utility,
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